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two streets, and the shop had two doors.
Through one of these doors he went out and
stabbed a passer-by, returned to his shop,
went out through the other door, and ban-
daged his victim's wound. I bear no ill-
will to your blue cashmere shawl, and your
cakes. I hold coquetry and greediness in
esteem, but only when they are confessed
frankly. And you, who aspire to be some-
thing more than a woman in fashionable
society, should not have its defects. Why
are you never frank with me ?

You shall never know all the good nor all
the evil in me. I have been praised all my
life for qualities which I have not, and ca-
lumniated for defects which are not mine.
Good-by.

XXX,

December, Monday morning.

THIS is what I call talking. To-morrow
at two o'clock, where you say. I hope to
see you to-morrow, delivered of your head-
ache, in spite of which you are more amia-

4nfortunately, true.
